SAND   AND   FOAM

A madman is not less a musician than you
or myself; only the instrument on which he
plays is a little out of tune.

*

The song that lies silent in the          of a

mother sings upon the lips of her child.

*
No longing remains unfulfilled.

I have never agreed with my other self
wholly. The truth of the matter seems to lie
between us.

Your other self is always sorry for you. But
your other self grows on sorrow; so all is
well

There is no struggle of soui and body save
in the minds of those whose souls are asleep
and whose bodies are out of tone.

*

When you reach the heart of life you shall
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